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pomng figuro of Miss Caroline Mitford.  --rnatr Is perfectly ocorrect” anid
The humiliation and Indignation bad Qeneral Randolph, looking at the pa-
vanlshed from her bearing which Was per,

ons of unmitigated triumph. Bhe  wyey by that dispateh, but that dis-
threw & glance at Arrelsford which patals §a & forgery. It is an order to
bode {1l for that young man. The goB Lyhdraw a whole division from a vital
eral entered the room and stopped be- poing A false order, he wrote It him-
fore the secrot mervice agent, Who ..p v {5 the turning point of the
stood fn front of the guard, although wpsie plot”

he had been releassd by the mes.
“What's all this about? he asked

#d peremptorily.

Although he knew that something
important was transpiring, aand that

) the newoomer was a man of rank,

Thorne never turned his head, At

whataever oost, he realized he must get

the telegram off, and from the look of
things it appeared that his only chance
was then and there. IHe dld not care

s If the president of the Confederate

CHAPTER XIV.
The Call of the Key.
This astonishing denousment falrly

paralyzed Arrelsford. With a daring
and abllity for which he had vot glven
Thorne oredit, and which was tofally
unexpected, although what he hnd
learned of his provious carcer might
have glven lim some warning, the
tables had been turned upon him by a
man whom he confldently fancind he
had entrapped beyond possibility ol
eacapel _

Hle amazement Lield him spaechless
for a moment, but his natural re
gourcefulness came back to him with
hia returning preecncs of mind,  Ile
knew tha futility of an attempt to
struggle with his captors, he therafore
decided to try to reagon with them. I

‘Bergeant,” he hegan, quictly
enough, "my orders aro--" |

But Thorna would not let him son:|
tinue., Having galned tha advantage
he was detormined to keep it to the
«nd and for that purpose he followed
sp hia first blow, ruthleesly preesing
h!s charge hard. |

“Damn vonr orders!"™ he interrupt
ad forfously. “You haven't got orders |
to shoot up evarrbody you eee in Lhis
offce, have you?"

This wns too much for Arreleford,
arid he made a desperate plunge fon|
ward to get at Thorne, who #"ook his
wounded wrist in the secret service,
agent's face. The soldiers held him|
tightly, howaver, and Thornae cone
tinued hotly: |

"Get hla gun away, fergeant; he'll
hurt somebody."

While the soldiers—who appearsd
to entertain no doubt and to have nag,
hesitancy whatevar about obeying|

Thorne's orders, tho lattar evidently' Will soon get at the bottom of this. Randolph.

the military man of tha two and his
voice and bearing, to say uvothing of
his uniform, tellng heavily agalnst a
civilan llke Arrelsford—wers taking
the revolver out of his hands, Thorna
-omes mora turned to the telegraph
tabla. His blood wes up and he would
send the dlepatch now befora the
whole assemblage, before the Confed
erate government or its army if neo
/88mAry.

Arrelsford burst out in o last valn
attempt Lo stop him:

*Listen {0 me, sergeant,” he plead
od desperately, “he I8 going to send
out & false telgram and—"

‘“Thatll do,"” grufy sald the sergeant

of the guard, shaking his fist in Arrele | er this man was gullty or not; whether | Was not privy. He.made up his mind

ford's face, “what is it all about, cap
tain?”

“All about?
idea. He pays he comes from some of-
fice or other. I wad sending off some
important official dispatches here and
he began by letting off his gun at me
Craey lunatie, I think.”

“It's a lle!"” sald Arrelaford furloas
1y. “Let me speak—I will—prove—"

“Here!" sald the Eergeant of the

yuard, “tHat'll do now. What shall I
fo with him, captain?"

“l don't care & damn what you do
with him. Get him ou! of here, that's
Bl T want."

“Vary well, eir, Are you much hurt?"

"Oh, no. He did up one hand, but 1

ean get along with the other all right,” |

tald Thorne, sitting down at the table
ind seizing the kav. |

“Stop him!™ oriad Arrelsford, fully
divining that Thorne intended to send |
the message. "He's gending a—wait!”™ |
A thought came to him. “Ask Miss |
Vamney, she saw him—nsk Miss Var
ney."

But the old sergeant of the guard
pald no attenticn whatevar to his fran-
tic appesls.

“Hara, fall in thera!* he sadd. “Wa'll
yet him out, captain. Have you got
kim, men? Forward then!"

Btroggling furiously the squad of

soldiers forced Arrelsford to the door.
Thorne pald abeolutely no attention to
them; he had forgotten their presencs.
Like bis attention, his mind and heart
‘wera on they key again. But he was

'Get His Gun Away, He'll Hurt
Somebody.”
lated to meet with still another intew

/States of Amerioa were there In pern
! on, his mind and soul were on tha or
der.
statlon he wanted, the ons Indlcated
by "Plan 3. and he had the doctored
dispatch, to which he had pasted the
seoretary's slgnature, spread out on
the table before him.

“What's all thls about refusing to
send out Miss Mitford's telegram?” be-
gan Genernl Randolph peremptorily.

“Some of your work, I understand, Mr. |

Arrelsford.”

“Gemeral!™ oried Arrclsford breath-
lessly. “They have arrosted me.
A conepiracy—" Te turned towurd
Thorne. "“Stop that man, for God's
sake stop him before it's too lntel”

At this juncture, Caroline Mitford
turned from the room and joined old
Martha In the hail, and disappeared.
She had only come buck with the gen-
oral (o punigh Arrelsford, but she did
not care to have her preclous dispatch
made the subject of dizcusslon befora
#0 many paople.

“Stop him!" exclalmed the general,
“What do you mean®’

It was evident that the dlspatch was
not to go out then. Thorno had not
suceoeded in getting an anewer to his
gignal. He left the key, rose and
saluted,

“"He means me, sir,” he sald, "He's
got an idea somn dispateh I'm sending
out {8 a trick of the Yankees'

“It 18 a consplracy!™ erled Arrels-
ford. “He s an Impoator—"

“SWhy, the man must have gone
crazy, general,” sald Thorne eoolly,
holding his position by the table and
lstening with all his ears for the re-
turn signal.

“1 came here on a cass for—" ex.

postulated Arrelsford.

*Walit!" enid General Randolph. ‘1
What was he doing when you came in,
sergeant 7" he asked of the pon-com-
missioned officer in charge of tha
guard.

“He was firing on the captaln, sir,*
answered the sergeant saluting.

“He was sending out a false order
to weaken our lines at Cemetery Hil,
and [—ah—Misa Varney, she was hera.
She saw it all,” explainad Arrelsford.

"Migs Varneyl” exclaimed the gens
aral.
“Yes, sir.”

“The general's danghter®™ J
*“Yes, sir.”

“And what"was she doing here?
“She cams to gee for herself wheth-

' he was & 8py or a traltor.”
“Is this some personal matter of

T haven't the slighteal| yours, Mr. Arrelaford?”* asked the gen- It over to Thorne again.

| eral susplciously.

“He was & visitor at her house and
I wanted her to know,"

“Where 18 ahe now? Where fa Miss
| Varney 7" usked Randolph impatiently.
| “She must be out there on the bal
cony,” answered Arreleford. "1 beg
| yvou to send for her, sir.”

J “Sergeant,” sald General Randolph,
|

“step out on the balcony. Present my
'eompliments to Mlss Varney, and ask
ber to come In at once.”

In a moment the sergeant retnrned.

“There 18 no one there, air,” he re-
plied saluting.

At that instant Thorns got tha long
deslred signal. Without a moment's
hesitation, he turned to the key. Ha
picked up the dispatch with his
wounded left hand and with the other
began to manipulate the sounder.

"Bhe must be there,” sald Arrels-
ford, “or else she's stepped Into the
naxl room, the commissary general’s

i office, the window was open, tell him

to—ah!" as the sound of the clicking
onught his ear, “Stop him. He is send-
ing it now!”

Mr, Arrelsford’'s distress was so
overwhelming and so genuine that
something of the man's susplcion was
communicataed to the genaral.

“One moment, captain,” he said

Captain Thorne, of course, had no
option but to release the key. He
stopped sending and dropped the dis-
patch, saluting.

“Now, Mr. Arrelsford.” sald the gen-
eral, “what. have you to do with the
military telegraph department?™

“This 18 & secret service case; they
arsigned It to me, sir."”

“What 18 a secret service case?"

1t'a the Yankee secret service. He is
& member of {t and his brother brought
in the signal tonight."

“l beg your pardon, sir,® said

He was frantically calling the|

It is |

It verifled.”

“The whole plot to send the order, |

“But why should he “-rite It him-
self? I1f he wanted to send a false or-
der, he could send it without putting it
down on paper, couldn’t he 7™

“Yes," admitted Arrelsford, but he
went on with great acuteness, “If any
of the operatora came back they would
cateh him doing 1t. With that order
and the secratary’s signature he conld
go right on. He could even order one
of them to send It."

“And pray how dld he get the secre-
tary's signature to a forged telogram 7"
asked General Randolph.

“He tore it off a gagnuine dispateh.
Why, general, look at that dispateh in
your hand yourself. The secretary's
slgnature is pasted on, I saw him do
1t

| "They often come that way, sir,”
sald Thorne nonchalantly.
“He I» a Uar!" coried Arrelsford
“They never do!*
Thorne stepped forward impulsive-
| 1z, hin face flushed at the word “llar,”
but hs controlled himself.

“General,” he sald, “if you have any
doubt about that dispatch, mend it
back to the war department and have

It was & splendid, magnificent bluff.

Bo overwhelming inite assurance that
even Arrelsford himself was petrmad'l
with astonishment. He was morally |
certaln that Thorne wos & fedoral se- |
cret service agent and that the dla-i
patch was & forgery, yet it would take
but a few minutes to send It over to
the searstary's offics and conviot him
out of his own mouth. What eould
the man mean! l

“That's a good idea," sald Gcwmrllll
Randolph, Ha hesitated & moment and l
then turned to the guard. “Sergeant,”|
he sald, “take this dispatch over to|
e secretary’s office and—"

At that moment, the key which had
been silent began a lively clicking.
(General Randolph turmed toward it,
|and Thorne made a guick step in the
same direction.

“What's that?' asked the general.

Thorne stood by the desk listening
while the ker clicked out the mes-
BARN,

“Adjotant General
| spelt out slowly.

“Oh, from the fromt, then?" said

Chesney,” he

‘“Yen, sir," answered Thorne.

“What is he saying*"”

Thorne stepped to the table and
' bent over the clicking key. “His com-
pliments, sir,” he read off slowly. “He
asks"—waiting for a few minutes—
“for the resty’—still another pause—
“of that dispatch—he says it's of vital
importance, sir, and—*

The communication which Thorne
had made to General Randolph wae in
itself of vital importance. The gen-
eral was too good a soldier nos to
know the danger of delay In the carry-
ing out of military maneuver which
{ was probably part of some general

pian of attack or defenss of which he

| instantly. He took the dispatch from
the hand of the sergeant and turned

“Let him have it,” he said decisively,
|  The captain with his heart pounding '
llke mad sat down at the table and/
seized the key. Was he golng to com- |
plote the dispatch? Was the plan to!
be carrled out. Had he triumphed in |
the bold and desperately played gnmn|
by hie splendid courage. resocurceful-
ness, and assurance? ils eyes shone,
the color ocame back into his pale
cheeks as his hande trembled on the
key.

“General!"
you—-~"

“That's enough, sir, We will have
you examined at headquarters.”

At that instant Lleutenant Foray
came rapidly into the room.

“Thank Godl" ecrled Arreleford, ss
he caught sight of him. “There's s|
witness, he was sent away on a forged |
order, aak bhim ™

Another {nterruption, thought
Thorne, desperately fingering the keys.
It they would only give him a minute
more he could ocomplets the order,
but he was not to have that minute
| apparently.
| "Walt, captain,” sald General Ran:
dolph quickly, and again tha key was
sllent. “Now, sir,” he said to Lleu-
tenant Foray, “where did you come
from 7™
| The lieutenant did not all compre-

hend what was toward, but his angwer |
to that question was plain.

“There was some mistake, gir,"
answered, saluting.
| "“Ah!" cried Arrolaford, a nots of
triumph In his volce.

“Who made 1t?" asked the ganeral.

“l got an order to go to the pres!-
dent's house,” returned Foray, “and
when I got there the president—"
| Thorne made one last attempt to

complete his mesegge.
‘ “Beg pardon, general, this delay will
' be most disastrons,

oried Arrelsford, *it

ho

Permit me to go

Thorne, “this dispatoh ought to go on with this message. If there's any
out at once, sir. Tt came from the seo- mistake, we can rectify it afterward.”
rotary of war and it is very orgent.” He peised the key and ocontinued
“Go ahead with 1t,” esald General | sending the message as he epoke,
Randolph. “No!" cried Arrelsford.
Thorne needed no further parmis General Randolph either did not
slon than that, dropped to his seat, | hear Thorne's speech or heed it, or

and onco more seized the fatal key.
“No, no!"” crled Arrelsford. “Don't
let him—I tell you it's a—"
“Sllenoe, sir,” thundersd Randolph.
“Do you know what he {8 telling
them?" persistad Arrelsford,
*No, do yout"

sald the general, impressed In spite of

“Yes," returned the secret servioe “Halt, thersl” sald General Ran.
agont. dolph. "1 ordered you to walt."
“Wait a moment, Captaln Thorne.” The dispatch was almost complate,

ruption,

“Halt there!" orted a sharp voloe
from the hall, just as the group
reached the door.

“Halt! Left face!" cried the ser
geant in turn, recognizing that heore
was a superior whom it were well to
obey without question or hesitation,

“Here is General Randolph,” sald
the volce outside, giving the name of
one of the bigh officers of the Rich-
mond gerrison.

*Present arma!" cried the sergeant
of the guurd as Oeneral Randolph ap-
peared in the doorway.

Following him were some officers of

himeelf by this man's earnestness,
which made him dlsregard all orders,
ecommands and everything else.
“Where {8 the dispatch?

Captain Thorne picked up the paper
and handed it to the gensral, and then
stepped back. He had played his last
card. He played it desperataly, bold-
ly and well,

“Well?" asked the genaral, looking
from the dispatch to the aocouser,
“what has he been telling them ™

“He began to give an order to with-
draw Marston's division from its pres-
ent position,” sald Arrelsford, making
a brilllant and successful guess at the

| #lsa he did not care to prevent him,
and he continued his questioning.

I “Where did you get this mistaken
order?' he asked.

But Arrelstord, intensely allve to
hat was going on, Interposed.

w
1 “He's at it agaln, sirl”

Thorae ground his teeth with rage in
his impatience. He had tried audacity
| before, he would try it again.
| “I was sent here to attend to the
| business of this ofMoe and that busi
ness is going out,” he said resolutely.

‘No,” sald General Randolph with
equal firmness, “it {8 not going out un.
til I am ready for it."

“My orders came from the war de
partment, not from you, sin This dis
patoh came in half an hour ago,” an-
swered Thorne angrily, his wolce ris-
ing, “they ar® calling for it at the oth-
er end of the line, It's my business to
send it out and I am going to do .°

“Stopl* sald General as

Riaptash and by his side was the im-

probeblespotat o atfack in “Pignd” |

“8llence, 8ir," Thundered Randolph.

agaln, “Sergeant, seize that man and
keep him from that machine.”

Well, the last hope was gone. A#
the sergeant siapped forward to exe-
cute his orders, Thorne, desperately |
determined to the last, clicked out a
latter, but ha was cut short in the mid.
dle of n word. The sergoant and two
men dragged him away, chalr and all,
from the table, and two others posted
themaalves lo front of the key,

“I will have you court-martialed for
this, elr,” wsald Geuoeral Randolph
angrily

“You will have to anawer voureelf,”
cried Thorne, playing the game to the
last, “for the delay of a diapatch of
vital Importance, sent by the secrotary
of war."

“Do you meam that?* cried Ran-
dolph.

“I mean fust that™ answored
Thorne, “and I demand that you let
ma procead with tho business of this
office, Before thess officers and men
I repeat that demand.”

“By what authority do you send that
dispatch?”

“I refer you to the department, sir."

“Show me your orders for taking
charge of this offica.”

“l refar you to the department, eir,"
answered Thorne stubbornly.

"By God, sir!" continued Oeoneral
Randolph hotly. *“T will refer to the
department. Leave your men on
guard there, sergeant. Go over to the
war office. My compliments to the sec-
rotary of war, and ask him 1If he will
bi¢ #o good as to—"

But Arrelsford's evil genlus prompt
ed him to luterpose again. When af-
failrs were golng to his liking he should
have let them alone, but fate scemed
to be playing Into his hand, and he de:
termined to make the most of it and
the chance.

“Another witness!

AMlss Varney,"

“Captaln Thorne Has the
Authority In This Office.”

Highest

he cried triumphantly, ag he bowed
toward the window in which Edith had
at that moment appeared. "Sha was
here with me, ghe saw It all. Ask
w.!!

General Randolph turned toward the
window and in his turn bowed to the
girl.

“Miss Varney,” he asked courteous.
Iy, "do you know anything about
this?"

“About what, sir?" answered Edith
in & low voice.

“Mr. Arrcinford elalms that Captain
Thorne {8 acting without authority in
this office and that you can testify to
that effect,” was the general's answer

CHAPTER XV.
Love and Duty at the Touch,

Thorne's casn was now absolutaly
hopeless. Hy the testimony of twao |
witnesses a thing Is establighed. Al
that Arrelsford had seen Edith hnd
seen.  All that he knew, she knew,
She bad only to gpeak and the plan
had falled; tha cleverly constructed
scheme would fall 10 pleces. Hlis
brother's 1ife wourld have been wasted,
nay more, his own life also; for well
did he realize that the bold way hae
had played the pame would the moraf
certalnly hasten his immediste execu.
tlon. A spy In the Confederata capl
tal!

He could reproach bhimself with
nothing. e had done hls very best.
An ordinary man would have fallad a
dozen timea in the struggle. Courage,
adroltness, reaourcefulness. and good
fortune hod carrled bhim #o far, but
the odds were now heavily against
him and nothing that he could do
would avall him anything. The gama
Wil played and he had lost, Arrels
ford had trlamphed.

Thorne, in the one word that Edith
Varney was to speak, would lose life,
honor and that for which he bad|
riekad both, And he would lose more
than that. He would lose tha love of
the woman who had never seomed so
beautiful to him as she stood thers,
palefaced, erect, the very incarnm
tion of seltaucrifics, ns were all the
women of the Confederncy, And he
would losse more than her love, He
would lose her respect. His humila
tion would be ber humiltation. Never
to long as she lived could her mind
dwell on him with tenderness.

s condition was indeed pitiable;
¥el, to do him justige, his thonughts
ware not so much for himself av they

Thome began to aged the messags |

weare-foy Peg:othey things, Firet:and
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O L much

for t bulked largest before him ©0Uld be heard yelling and struggling, | 'on
lh:??:n rormwmcn :o had made all General Randoiph pald not the slight- P b
this sacrifice, which had promised to ¢St attention to him. He stepped over | ' © !¢
end the weary months of slege which |0 the telegraph tablo beslda which |
Richmond and Petersburg had sus. | Thorne stood—and with all the force
tainod, His brother had lost his lite,|°f Which he was capable the young
he more than suspected, in the en. @8R could hardly control the tremb.
deavor to carry it out, and now he had | /InE of his knees.

Eenori] development tha
pxaluniviel

{ who are str
i thelr loge to o

chest muy

falled. That was & natursl humlilia
tion and reproach to his pride, al
though as his mind went back over
the scene he could detect no false

' move on his part. Of course his al

lowing his love for Hdith Varney to
get the mastery of him had been
wrong under the olroumstances, but
that had not aftected the fallure or
succesy of hia endeavors,

And his thoughts also were for the
woman. He knew that she loved
him, she had admitted it, but once his
eyes had beon opened, he oould have
told 1t without any admlisslon at all
All that he had suffered, she had sut-

fored, and mors, If she would be com- |’

pelied to apologize for him, she would
nlao be compelled to assume the de
fensive for him. 8he loved him and
she waa placad in the fearful position
of having to deal the blow, The words
which would presently fall from her
lips would complete his undoing.

| They would blast his reputation for

ever and send him to his death. He

| knew thoy would not be easy worde

for her to speak. He knew that what-
ever hin merit or demerit, she would
never forget that it was she who had
completed his ruin; the fact that she
would also ruin the plan against her
couniry would not welgh very heavily
in her breaking heart against that
present personal conslderation—after
a while maybe but not at first. And
thereforo he pitied her,

He drew himeelf erect to meet hia
fata like a man and waited, The walt
wad a long ona. Edith Varney was
having her own troubles, She knew
as well ae anyone the importance of
her testimony. 8She had come from
the commissary general's vacant of-
fice and had bern back at the window
long enough to have heard the conver-
sation between General Randolph and
tho two men. She was an unusually
lkesen-witted girl and she realized the
eituation to the full.

Her confidence In her lover had been
fhaken, undermined, restored, and
shaken again, until her mind was In a
perfect whirl. She did not know, she
could not tell whether he was what
he geomed to be or not It seemed
like treachery to him, this uncertain-
ty. It would be & elmple matter to
corroborate Mr. Arrelsford st ones,
and it occurred to her that she had no
option. But colneldent with the ques-
tlon flashed into her mind something
she had forgotten which made It
poaeible for her to answer In another
way. Thus, she understood that the
lite of her lover hung upon her de-
cislon.

Her eyes flashed quickly from the
vindictive yet triumphant fact of Ar
relsford, whom she loathed, (o the
pale, eomposed, set face of Thorne,
whom ehe loved, and her glance fell
upon hig wounded left wrist, tied up,
the blood oozing through the handker-
clilef. A wave of sympathy and ten-
derness fllled her breast. He was
burt, suffering—that decided her,

With one brief, voiceless praver to

God for guldanee, she turned to Gen-
oral Randolph, and it was well that
e spoke when she did, for the pause
hid become insupportabla to Thorne
at lepst, He had mads up his mind
to relleve the dilemma and confess his
gullt so that the girl would not have
to reproach herself with a betrayal of
her lover or her enuse, thgt she might
not feel that she had been found want-
ing at the critical moment. Indeed,
Thorue would have done thiz before
but his duty ae & soldiar enjolned up-
on him the propriety, the imperative
necesslty, of pluying the game to the
very end. The battle was nol yet over,
It would never be over until he faced
the firing party.

And then Edith's volea broke the
sllence that had become 80 tense with
emotion.

“Mr. Arrelsford {8 mistaken, Gen-
eral Randolph,” ehe said quietly, “Cap-
tain Thorne has the highest authority
in this office”

Arreleford started violently and
opened his mouth to speak, but Gen-

eral Randolph sllenced him with a|

look. The bloed of the old general was
up, and It had become impossible for
anyone to presums in the least degree.
Thorne started, too. The blood rushed

to his heart. He thought he would
choke to death. What did the girl
mean ™

“The highest authority, sir,” con-
tinued Edith Varney, slowly drawing
out the commisrion, which every one
but she had forgotten in the exclte-
ment, “the authority of the president
of the Confederates States of Amer-
ica."

Well, she had done it for weal or for
woe. Bhe bad made her declsion. Had

it been a wise decision? Had she |

seted for the best™ What Intorest
had governed her, love for Thoroe,
love for her country, or love for her
own peace of mind? It was in the
hands of General Randolph now, Tha

“Mujor Thorne," he sald reprovingly | .,
as Thorne saluted him, “ull this delay | roouiee o trenitt
has been your own fault. 1f yom had | Btut whotever L 6 nt
only had sense enough to mention this | v miey ke g |t
befora we would have been saved a R :
damgned lot of trouble. Therwa vour| ! b tine athlote monns 1
commission, sir” Ha handed It to LI rible, Lo pliny this
Thorne, who saluted him agaln ag ona | /1 10 W0t bt siriedl
In & dream. “Come, gontlaman,” he | SR |

neglect of thoasa agther m

(aald to hls officors, "I ean't under. | 'W01HHHL and o idifiog st

stand why they have to be go cursed
shy about thelr secret gorvica orders!
Lieutenant Foray ™

*Yen, elr™

“Take your
Thorne."”

“Yes, #ir,” returned Foray,

“Good night,” sald the ganeral, for
gatful of the fact apparently that
Jdith Varney was gtil] glanding hy tha
window,

“Good night, sir,” answered Thorne. | .0

Foray moved over to the fable st
the right, while Thorne leaped to hia
former posiflon, and his hand sought |
the key. At last he could send his|
message, thore was nothing to prevent
him or Interrupt him now, he was in |
command. Could he get it through? | o il
For a moment he forgot everything | ' ool | LA LA L
but that, as he cllcked out the eall L LOF uln L '
again, but he had searcely pressed | [
the button when Edith Varney stepped the 154
to his side 1! i 4l

“Captaln Thorns,” ghe sald In a low )
volce, glving him the old title, f, i R

Ho looked up at her, stopping a mo- ;
ment,

“What T have done gives you time
to escape from Richmond.," she eos
tinued,

"Escapa!” whispered Thorne, ellek-

When You p bonten, @
“own up' ne vhen vaou

do nou 1 i | yiadit i) W
from Major | membor i T vy d

orders

|n---t It 1 I make o mistage.

ing the key again. “Impossible!"

“Oh," gald the girl, laying her hand : 5
on his arm, “vyou wouldn't do {t—| i T
now!"” bar

And agaln the man's ‘fingers e ©
malned polsed over the key as he

~Btared at her,

“l gave it to you to—to save your 500
Hfe, I didn't think you'd uss it for
anything else. Oh! You wouldn't!"

Her volce In it low whisper wag
agonlzing. If her face had besn white The o L
before, what could bwe gald of it now] rilrond for Je:
In a flash Thorne saw alll She had| the oxpenses &
been confident of his gullt, and she! !VE fevir
had sought to save his life becaus >
ehe loved him, and now becnuse ghe -0l B
loved her country she sought to sas
that too.

The call sounded from the table
Thorne turned to it, bent over it, and |
listened. It was the eall for the mes
Bage. Then he turned to the woman
She looked at him; just one look. The'
kind of & look that Christ mlght have
turned upon Peter ufter those denlals
when he eaw him in the courtyurd
early on that bitter morning of be 1
trayal. “I saved you" the girl's laok 1ol 't ' f ey T
seemed to say, "1 redeemed vou and 4.0

| now you betray me!" She spoke ne owe!
| words, words wera useless between| icon g v s
jthem. Everything had been sgld | -hend, Nad bl tret satleomd vl
everything had been done. She could oo, !
| only go. Never woman looked at man| rutlrond 1o
nor man looked at woman as these
two at each other,
|  The woman turned, she eould trusi| A ont
herself no further. She went blindly | ‘
toward the door, The man followed| tHon fo Evirs
her glowly, erushing the commission| B
fn his hand, and ever as he went b :
heard the sound of the call behind! 7%
him. He stopped hulfway betwsen the| Th
door and the table and watched hep =! Joln
go, and then he turned. Frast

Lieutenant Foray understanding| """
nothing of what had transpired, |u|n,"."__‘
hearing the call, had taken Thorne's .1:
place bofore the table. He hnd the|
dispatch about which there had h----n'L_
| o much trouble, and upon which the |11 70
whole plan turned, in his hand before |
him. ! nroud

“They are calling for that digpateh | 1 herrtas
sir,"” ho suld as Thorne stared at him | swane s
in agony. “What shall T do with it?7" | 4.

“Bend 1t," sald the other hoarsely. | buse Uit the L
| "“Very good, sir,” answered Forey
| peating himeelf and taking hold ol
the key, but the first click of the 008 pes - e T S

sounder awakened Thorne to action, o = i i
“No, no!” he cried. "Stop!" He!' Al

rughed forward and seized the dlz

patch. "I won't do it!" he thundered
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one he tora the dispatch Into frug  Wishes (o Resume Usgil Conrese  of
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it was a mistake lustantly. 1refuse tc, g, 5
act under this commission!" Wia: mited
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| A WORD ON ATHLETICS.

What 1t Menns of Happiness and Sye.| 5000

girl turned slowly away unable to sus-
taln the burniog glancea of her lover
and the vindlctive stare of Arrelsford. i

“What's this?” sald General Rnn-l
dolph. "Umph! A major's commis- '
slon. In command of the telegraph ' '
department. Major Thorue, 1 congrat- |
ulate you."

“That commisslon, General
dolph!" exclaimed Arrelsto
volee rising, “let me explain how | thoy should, Ldfe
ghe—" | thons 4.0 ha
| “That will do from you, sir,” utd!.. it ' iy elurcation and in
the general, “you have made enough | '*!lisenee, | Lidm il
trouble as it {s. T suppose you clafm | voU=s The Onby was e ahg
I‘hﬁl this is a forgery, too—" | Aot abili v Wl dnghln you

cons—Heing & True Athlete, |
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“Let ma tell you, sir,” perslsted the by

Moy will
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Ecoret service agent,

"You have told me enough as It ls.
flargelnt. take him over to headguar
ers."

“Fall {n thero!™ oried the sergeant
of the guard. “Two of you take tha
prisoner, Forward march!”™

Two men selzed Arrelaford, and the
rest of them closed about him. To do
the man justics, he made & violent
:;nnl’. ﬂ wtr o:.lr marched out at

8 point o L] yone t
and orylog: * Seiaieg

“For God's sake, he's in the Yankes
secret wervics! He'll send that dle-

out, His brother brought in the

[ tonight1*

curing o geold healthy
are young
The mere dndly enlovment
nne recelves who 18 healthy
ws  eompared with those
guently il and whose Wyo T if
free from paln, s Indeseribable. Iy widdis |, oo,
tion, athletlo exercipg develop bevond
any other known method those gualities
of courage, promptness of actlon. keens
neas of perceptlon, perseverance agnlnst
obetacles, and foarce of character which
constitute true manhood and are indls- | o
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